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followed  otherwise  spent,  and the  harvest that
succeeded were so neglected as nothing hath been
done, then surely we must conclude that none of the
four quarters of the year will be in season for you and
that Council to agree to Tyrone's prosecution, for
which all our charge is intended/*    Then, into the
middle of her long and bitter argumentation, she
stuck a phrase well calculated to give a jar to her
correspondent.    " We   require   you   to   consider
whether we have not great cause to think that your
purpose is not to end the war."    She was deter-
mined to make him realise that she was watching
him carefully and was prepared for any eventuality*
Meanwhile,  in  Dublin,  the  moment  of final
decision was swiftly approaching.    The horns of
a fearful dilemma were closing in upon  the   un-
fortunate Lord Deputy.    Was he to obey the Queen,
and risk all against his own judgment and the advice
of his Council ?    Or was he to disobey her, and
confess himself a failure ?    Winter was at hand,
and, if he were going to fight, he must fight at once.
Hysterical and distracted, he was still hesitating,
when letters were brought to him from England.
They told him that Robert Cecil had been appointed
to the lucrative office, which he himself had hoped
to receive, of the Mastership of the Wards.    Then
every other feeling was  drowned in rage.    He
rushed to Blount and Southampton.    He had made
up his mind, he said; he would not go into Ulster;
he would go into England, at the head of his army;